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by Lauren Washington 
 The buzzer goes off, signaling the end of the game. 
Jackson’s classmates sit on the home side and go crazy, cheering 
for their boys as they go down to meet them on the court. People 
dressed in red and white flood the floor, fans meeting players, 
while the losing team makes their way back to the locker room. 
Jackson stands a few feet from the center of the court, his white 
and red jersey making a stark contrast against his dark brown skin. 
He looks around, taking in the excitement that fills the basketball 
court. Three years Jackson has spent playing for this team, yet the 
celebrations just don’t have the same effect on him as they do on 
everyone else.
 When his mom moved Jackson and his two younger 
siblings to Texas from Louisiana for her new job, there wasn’t 
much for Jackson besides basketball. He put his all into the game 
and didn’t focus on things like relationships too much. Jackson 
learned early on that people always come and go. But between 
him, his family, and the game, he had all he needed. 
 The celebration around Jackson continues, and he starts to 
head back towards the locker room, alone. All the love and praise 
he could get came from just playing his heart out and seeing the 
team win the game; he didn’t need the celebration because it just 
seemed extra. The true reward was being able to play on the court. 
Just when Jackson makes it out of the large crowd of people, he 
hears his name, causing him to turn around. 
 A large, dark-skin man stands in front of him, dressed in 
khakis, an athletic polo, a hat, and carrying a notebook. 
 “Jackson Starks, right?” asks the man. 
 “Yes sir,” Jackson says, looking slightly confused at being 
approached by this stranger. 
 The two stand eye level at about 6’. The man extends his 
